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the cost of but very Httle literary labour. One
boy, I remember, actually had two old copies
on the death of George IL5 of such respectable
antiquity was his collection of MSS.
In addition to this inestimable treasure, I had
become, by this time, flogged into the school
routine of business, and could now, with ease,
perform the requisite and daily tasks, no longer
laying in any claim to the designation of a
shuffler, at least to the eyes of the vulgar
My four remaining years then, at Eton, formed,
indeed, a dream of happiness.
When not otherwise particularly engaged, it
was my delight, on the instant of coming out of
school, or church, to fix my eyes on some dis-
tant object, and to start off for it, merely, I
suppose, because it was out of bounds. Being
constantly in the habit of this, I became ac-
quainted with the localities of the neighbour-
hood, perhaps more accurately than any other
boy at Eton. The two most distant points I
ever reached, were Staines and the race-course
at Ascot Heath. These excursions I ever un-
dertook in solitude.
It was singular, that one of the most promi-
nent features in the surrounding country should
hare been nearly the last 1 attained. This was
the spot which must have attracted, one time
or another, the attention of every boy : it is that
beautiful hill of St. Leonards.